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“Homeless 
Hordes” 


“The Russian ref- 
ugee usually has 
lost village, home, 
animals, personal 
belongings, and 
often all friends, 
relatives, and even 
sense of the points 


of the compass.” 
In this article Richard 
Washburn Child tells 
the story of the hopeless, 
homeless millions of 
Russians whose towns 
have been wrecked by 
the war. It is a story of 
real conditions that we 
should all understand. 
Read it in the March 
11th issue of 


Deacon 


Collier's 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
416 West 13th Street, New York City 
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Social Duties 
[' YOU have time—and you have—vyou 
should sit down in your uneasy chair and 
contemplate your social duties. Catalogue 
them first, grouping 
them under two heads 
that will occur to you, 
and then exercise your 
sense of humor 
After you have done 
this, you may resolve to 
reform—if wish, 
But the sense of humor will be your real 
If it doesn’t save you, you're a 





you 


salvation. 
goner. 

Of all social duties you will find that your 
greatest and most loved is the composite 
one of keeping “hep” with somebody who 
is geared faster, socially and financially, than 
you are. This is the duty that, properly 
respected, makes you fuss so ridiculously at 
the grocer and the landlord about the high 
cost of living 

Another well-recognized duty is that of 
becoming prominently solicitous about the 
welfare of the heathen at home and abroad 
a costly duty that demands much 
activity; but it is 


his is 
sacrifice and domestic 
worthy, for the heathen, who get one or two 
per cent. of the affluence displayed, needs the 
money 

Chere are many other social duties that 
are not worth mentioning, but it might do 


you good to think them over 


Sixes and Sevens 
NTERNATIONAL law 
less with the Gospel of Matthew 
with the letters of Marque 
This Union of ours now 


itself 
than 


concerns 


consists of 40 
states—the state of unpreparedness being 
most re¢ ently admitted. 

We'll say this for the belligerents 


ill strong for the freedom of the seize 


they're 
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“We cannot forget 
the President. Yes, but how 
Teddy bears? 

“We can’t win with 
Minority Leader Mann. But some of the 
favorite sons have been waiters so long that 
they feel as if they were trays 

King George having recovered from his 
fall from his horse, and Emperor William’s 
throat being better, one may limp or cough 
without being unneutral. 

A German paper calls the mysterious 
ambassador Colonel House ‘“‘The Sphinx 


our forbears,” 
about our 


says 


a two spot,” Savs 
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Customer—I want a pound of coffee in the bean, 
please 
Clerk—Y ou'll have to go upstairs, madam. This 


is the ground floor. 


Evident ly the Colo 
may 


in the Soft Felt Hat 
nel’s hat is not the only thing that 
be felt. 


Congress proposes to exclude aliens for 
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“constitutional psychopathic inferiority 
but why not just make it unconstitutional 
and let it go at that? 

Taking the tariff out of politics has this 
in its favor—the exasperated business me 
may take it out on the politicians whodon’t 

In giving that ten-cent tip toa Des Moines 
messenger boy, President Wilson unwittingly 
violated the lowa anti-tipping law. It’s all 
right, though, for him to give his country 
men a tip on preparedness—or even for the 
band to play “ Take a little tip from Father.” 


Extra-Judicial Comment 
Pyne CLARK will oppose the * oner- 
ous stamp taxes.’”’ Fine work! An 
onerous stamp tax is that particular tax 
which any particular taxpayer stamps as 
onerous. 
* 

In view of the pervasiveness of Col. E. 
M., the severest critic of the present ad- 
ministration can no longer allege that 
our ambassadors abroad are insufficiently 


Housed. 
* 


Senator Newlands (Dem., Nevada) ap- 
proves of all the Democrats have don 
except the execution of it. 

* 

Colonel Bryan may still favor 16—to 
but he isn’t in favor of limiting 1916 to on 
« 

Without additional defences, the average 
congressman from the Middle West is pre 
pared to fight any foreign man-of-war that 
dares cross the Prairies. 

Senator Underwood (Dem., Ala 
the main trouble with railroad regulation is 
that it has been ‘“‘destructive, not construc- 
tive,” ‘‘piecemeal, not 
Looks like Alabama aspires to lead not only 
the roll of states, but of statesmanship. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE AGE “GIVE HER A LITTLE MORE GAS, NURSE!” 
. “TT works A SPRING CAPRICE _ begun to rain, insisted that he must take 


| 9 OA. 2% like this, By CORINNE. ROCKWELL SWAIN Papa's umbrella; and F apa, agreeing, came to 
‘ 2 vousee:”’ the open it and exhibit its inner mysteries with 
° ‘ : . s . a <— ° : “ies ° 
© salesman fingered the umbrella proper pride. Calvert’s weakest point was mechanics, but he did 
9 . fe? handle with a practiced touch,and _ his best to concentrate, under Bessie’s laughing gaze, and started 


the vast alpaca dome rose majes- for the corner carrying the treasure with due respect. He'beguiled 
tically and locked itself open with the trip by visualizing the bright living room, with Bessie and the 
a loud click. A second knowing phonograph waiting to go on with his fox-trot lesson, and enjoyed a 
twist, and the umbrella wasclosed. — thrill at the bold longing that the arrangement might be permanent. 
“Very simple when you grasp the Thus pleasurably employed, he returned to the porch, and 
principle of the spring action, and _ instinctively made the usual high sign for closing an umbrella. 
especially handy when one has Nothing happened, though he went on trying for a few moments, 
things to carry.” He smiled his  absently laying the trouble to stiff joints. Then, with sudden dis- 
genial recognition of a suburban- may, he sealized that he had to deal with a trick umbrella, and that 
ite. Mr. Tomlin nodded dignified he had lost the combination. Was it a spring you pressed—or did 
approval, and lovingly examined something turn around, or maybe slide up or pull down? Long and 
the mechanism. In youth he had 
yearned to be a_= great in 





ventor, and even yet any clever 
‘ device held a powerful appeal. 
Ungrudgingly he paid the substantial price, and departed with 
his patent umbrella for the 5:15. 

Chat evening young Calvert came out from town to call upon 
Miss Bessie Tomlin. Spring was near and his tender hopes began 
to bourgeon bravely in flowers and candy, though he was still, 
ibaushed by Miss Bessie’s mischievous eyes and ironical tongue. 
In spite of his timidity, he was an obliging youth, and when Mrs. 
lomlin wanted to get a letter into the box for the 9:30 collection, he 


promptly volunteered to mail it. Bessie, discovering that it had PROPER MUZZLE FOR A BIRD DOG 





















cautiously he experimented, trembling lest he harm some delicate 
adjustment, but all in vain. It seemed to him that years passed as 
he stood there, making little movements which had no meaning of 
their own, while the gusty northeast wind 
soused rain into his new lavender socks, and 
hooted at his efforts. At last, he heard foot- 
steps in the vestibule. In a sudden panic, he 
felt that he could not bear to be discovered 
standing there, engaged in futile struggle 
with an umbrella handle. The high porch 
had no railing, and he silently parachuted 
off into a nice soft crocus bed, and hid just 
around the corner of the house, as the front 
door opened. 

“T thought I heard him,” Mr. 
Tomlin’s voice. ‘‘ Wonder what’sup. He’s been gone long enough 
to find a dozen letter boxes!” 

“He’s eloped with your fascinating new ‘brolly, Dad!” called the 
voice of Bessie’s objectionable half-grown brother. Calvert ground 
his teeth, as Brother came out and strolled upon 
the porch, evidently waiting for the wanderer. 
Finally he went in, witha loud and cheerful sugges- 
tion that Bessie’s little beau must have got kid- 
napped; and Calvert ventured back to the steps, 
where it was somewhat dryer. 

And now what? He might riag, let himself be 
discovered in the act of closing the umbrella, 
and say in an offhand manner, “let me see 
where is the spring?” or something like that. 
If he had only nerved himself to do it at first; 
but how explain his long delay, and the rich clay 
deposits on his feet and ankles? Should he go 
home, and leave the umbrella on the porch? No; 
it might blow away, or something, and the latter 
explanation would be no easier. The only way 
seemed to be to take the accursed thing and 
vanish into the night, trusting that on his way 
to the station some inspired fiction might occur 
to him. Sadly he looked at the bright window, 
and tiptoed slowly down the steps, with a sudden 
rabbit- like acceleration of speed, as the front 
door knob rattled again. 

He reached the station in ample time , for 
the 10.03; but how dispose of the umbrella? The 
idea of injuring it began to look more attractive; 
but the neat station and lawn offered no hiding 
place for the victim’s remains. Under the electric 
light, he examined the works with greater care 
and discovering a minute projection hitherto 
overlooked, manipulated it. With a deceitful 
show of compliance, the umbrella half closed, 











said 





but changed its mind and shot up again with a defiant snap. ‘After 
repeating this performance three times, Calvert was aware of the 
growing interest of several loungers, and desisted, as the train 
approached. He decided to sneak onto the rear platform, stay 
there until the train was well under way, stamp on his diabolical 
circus tent, and hurl the quivering fragments into the landscape. 
He steered his bobbing charge awkwardly to the top step, under 
the suspicious eye of a brakeman, gave the handle an unpremedi- 
tated clutch as the train started, and—the umbrella 
demurely, leaving him limp with mingled emotions. 

His telegram to Miss Tomlin, an hour later, regretting an acute 
neuralgic attack and promising to return the umbrella the next day, 
was accepted with distinct reservations. Mr. Tomlin pointed out 
that his conduct had been both peculiar and discourteous, and his 
wife said that a telephone message would have been more sociable, 
to say the least, while Brother offered several theories, both skeptical 
and diverting. Bessie said little; but there was a twinkle in her eye 
which foreboded a severe strain upon young Calvert’s veracity, to 


closed 


say nothing of his account at the florist’s. 














SCENTING DANGER 


Mrs. -Alfalfa—Do you think. Mr. Goldrox. that dreams go by contrarie: ? 
Bachelor Goldrox—lI hope so. 


I dreamed last mht that I was about co marry ! 
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Mary Wound a Ball of Yarn 
N ARY wound a ball of yarn, 
With a lamplight halo o’er her; 
Mary wound a ball of yarn, 
While I held the skein 


up for her. 


Mary wound a ball of 
yarn, 
Wound it from my 


willing fingers; 
Mary wound a ball of 





yarn 
How the recollection lingers! 


Mary wound a ball of yarn, 

With her gentle hands around it; 
: Mary wound a ball of yarn, 

Saying, ‘Careful!’ as she wound it 
Mary wound a ball of yarn, 

Saying, “Careful!” ev’ry minute; 
Mary wound a ball of yarn 

But my heart got tangled in it! 

Douglas Malloch. 





Still Some Oppose Capital Punishment 

Waggsby—That 
Atlantic City. 
Why? 


Because of his bored walk. 


fellow reminds me 


Naggsby 
Waggsby 


Two Classes 


Bit 


BP PH AL 
WM NOTA 


of 


To the pedestrian, humanity seems to be 





careless. 





divided into two classes: The carless and the 
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John—\ know he’s crying. He’s got his bottle! 


Wifey—Then take it away 
from him. He doesn’t want his bottle! 


Two Points of View Of Course! 
“Do 
ished?” 
“Think! 


(From the sidewalk looking in) 
" EE, Maggie! how I wish’t I was 
That feller there who just sat down 
With his fat wife. 
See how the waiter rubs his hands! 
I bet his tip’d be enough 
To feed us both. 


I know. 


the face of the earth.” 


My! watch ’em read the bill of farce! 
They'll have it swell, with wine and big 
Cigars for him. 

We might as well be movin’; sure 

I’ve got the price of hot dog, coffee 

\nd some gum.” 


(From the dining-room looking out) 
“Yes, Alphonse, this will do. Light food 
Best suits his trouble and my flesh. 

I dare not gain. 

Clear soup, red meat, no wine, of course, 
A salad without oil, then fruit, 

Cigars taboo. 

I'd change with those two people, dear, 

Out on the sidewalk, watching us, 

If you were well, 

And I could eat the things I like, 

Hot bread, potatoes, entrées, sauce, 

And not grow fat.” Kate B. Burton. 





ittle Johnny Ivrydome 
har wy 7. the cache 
st goo W Johnny did, 
1 told "Shoo the a 








A stitch in time can’t save the nine if the 
umpire’s dead against you. 





you think war will ever be abol- 


Why, sir, we are going 
to abolish war if it takes every last man on 














“THEY HAVE EYES AND SEE NOT 


The Reporter at the Banquet 
ERE I must sit by the hour 
Harking to speeches that bor 
Gosh! but my temper gets sour 
Wish I could sneak to the door 


“Friends, we have with us tonight 
(Hear that dull Toastmaster drool 

“One who will give us delight.’ 
(One who's an ass and a fool 


Now he is off on a speech, 
Good for a wearisome spell 
If he keeps on I shall screech, 
Why don’t they give him the bell? 


Stories of lineage old, 
Jokes of the hoariest age, 
Phrases all covered with mould 
Thoughts in a tottering stage 


These are the things I must hear 
These are my crosses to bear, 

This they call “mirth and good cheer 
Lord, give me air, give me air! 


Heavens, I’m glad I got out! 
Why, I was going insane 

[ would have perished, no doubt, 
But for the bubbling champagne 


Back to the shop I must go 

Where I shall sit down and writ 
“Humor and wit were aglow 

It was a scintillant night!”’ 


Berton Brale 





What a relief it is to go into a boiler fac- 


tory after some people get through talking! 





Much Ado 
6¢LJOW DO you say ‘Thank you’?” 
“There’s no ‘how’ about it. | 
just say it 
“Well, say it.” 
“*Thank you.’” 
“Just as I thought 
important part 
“Nonsense. Explain.” 
‘Il will. When you are obliged to say 
thank you’ in a polite and rational way, 


The ‘how’ is the 


you really say ‘thank’ down sub-bass, and 
‘you’ up somewhere in G.”’ 

“Is that so? And where do you sing it?” 

“That way only when a certain emphasis 
is positively required.”’ 

‘What for, ‘emphasis *? 

“Well, it’s necessary on occasion, de- 
pendent on whom you thank.” 

‘You said it depended on politeness.” 

“But why forget that even politeness has 
its little technique? It all depends on the 
time, the place and the circumstance.” 

“Not altogether clear, but go on.’ 

‘Very well. Make some slight effort to 
follow me, please, since I am out this morn 
ing for your good ' 

“Oh, get ahead.” 

“Then. We will first take up the point ol 
good form for the phrase in general It is 
always to be employed.in the courteous 
‘I thank you’ for something. A 
No vulgar em 


sense ot 
simple declarative sentence 
phasis anywhere. Bear that in mind. To fix 
it, just speak the words in three obviously 
‘7 thank you’; ‘I thank 
You perceive the 


wrong ways, thus 
you’; ‘J thank vou.’ 
absurdity of utterance, unless in the con- 
versation that has gone before a selection 
of emphasis is called for. But we are now 
speaking of the single sentence as unrelated 
to anything else but the convention of 
courtesy in response to some attention con- 


ferred.’ 


“All that is plain enough. What more?’ 
“Did you ever notice the different ‘thank 


yous in business—salesmen and saleswomen, 


for example, on handing 
you a purchase, or your 
change, if you are so lost 
in self-degradation as 
ever to pay cash for 
anything?” 

“Do they say ‘thank 
you’? I hadn’t noticed.” 

“Sometimes some of them do.”’ 

“Fire away. I suppose they do it with 
a ‘how.’ ” 

* Assuredly. Here are some 

ku’; ‘—hnks’ 

“Hold on. You don’t insist they shall 
begin with ‘I’?” 

“Why, no. ‘Thank you’ is sufficient. 
Phat alone is susceptible of many more vari- 


nkeu’; 


” 


ations than I have indicated: ‘Thnk, 

“That will do. Your point is badly 
taken. It’s enough if salesladies go through 
the motions. They are not salaried to spell 
their words for cranks like you.” 

“Just as you say. But I will not endure 
the rising, supercilious inflection for ‘you’, 
as so olten spoken.” 

“Oh, well, if that is all, suppose you rest 
awhile.” Tod Chenevix. 
Between Us 
\ man’s a child a helpless clod 

O men, disprove it if you can 
The youngest girl that ever trod 


Is wiser than the oldest man! 


Jane Burr. 
C 
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ALL RUN DOWN 


The Ostrich—Doctor, | swallowed a clock, and it seems to have stopped in the middle of my stomach, and —— 


Dr. Monk—Well, you'd better call in a jeweler. 


I don't know a thing about machinery. 


’ 
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Hostess—Don't you feel better since 


HEN Mr. Many A. Mann en- 
tered his business office, that 
morning, the newspaper he held in his 
hand displayed conspicuously 
the one topic—the one which 
nowadays takes precedence over 
an interesting murder or even a 
divorce case. 

“Need of Preparedness,” 
exclaimed the circus poster 
headlines. “Congress Must 
Promptly Act,” chimed in the 
subheads. And that ‘‘the Na- 
tion demands defenses”’ was the 
conviction of every line of full 
display black-face type which 
dotted the text of the news 
story. 

“Well, what’s on today?” asked Mr. Many A. Mann. 

“Oh, about as usual,” replied his managing clerk. ‘‘ Business 
Men’s Preparedness League luncheon at 12:30. At 2:30 you are 
booked for the directors’ meeting of that Better Defenses bunch. 
Guess that’s all—oh, no, I nearly forgot the Adequate Navy meet- 
ing at 5. Of course you mustn’t forget your Guard training-school 
to-night.” 

‘*H’m,” said Mr. Many A. Mann. 


Pm CR 


i On 





BREAKING IT TO HIM 


By ALBERT 
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we've been roughing it out here ? 


“Good morning, Many,” said 
his partner, cheerily. ‘Great sermon, 
that, of Dr. Seventhly’s, yesterday.” 

‘“*Didn’t hear it,’’ said Mr. Many A. Mann. 

‘Neither did I,” replied his partner. ‘‘Wife told me, though. 
The Doctor is up to date—live wire, all right. He hit them right 
where they live, on the folly of not being prepared both for this life 
and the life that is to come.” : 

“Indeed?” asked Mr. Many A. Mann. 

Entering his private office his stenographer told him: 

‘Gentleman called to see you after you left yesterday.” 

‘*What did he want?” asked Mr. Many A. Mann. 

“He didn’t say how much,” was the reply. “He spoke of the 
necessity of educating the nation up to preparedness and hoped 
you'd be liberal.” 

“Did, did he?” said Mr. Many A. Mann. 

The telephone rang. ‘It’s for you,” the stenographer said. 

“Oh, good morning, Mr. Mann,” said the voice, “‘guess who 
this is? No? Well, now, that’s not very complimentary—you used 
to tell me I had the sweetest voice!—oh, no, I’ll not tell your wife! 
Yes—that’s right—it’s me! I’m awfully sorry to bother you—and 
I apologize a million times, and all that—but I can’t get your house. 
Central is perfectly horrid sometimes and just tries to prevent your 
getting people, don’t you think? All I wanted was, Will you tell 
Mrs. Mann to be sure not to forget our Preparedness Bridge Party 
to-morrow? There’s a dear!” 


E. HoYrT 








Plumber—Gee, whiz ! how forgetful I’m getting ! 
forgot to forget anything to go back after. 


Mr. Many A. Mann put down the receiver 
with—well, let us say, with vigor, rather 
than with a slam. 

“I’m going out,” he told the stenogra- 
pher. “Called suddenly to Siberia, if any 
one should ask.” 

He went to hisclub. As the door opened, 
there came from the card-room snatches of 
a conversation which ran like this: 

‘Bet you five to one the President’s bills 
pass Congress!” 





The Wrong System 

667TSHE SECRET of saving money is 

economy, don’t you think?” I 
asked of the sad-faced little man on 
crutches, adjacent to whose home I had 
just moved. We had been making ou 
acquaintance through a common subject 
of interest. 

The little man sighed. “Perhaps,” 
he said, rather sadly, “but one must al- 
ways be careful in selecting those things 
on which it is best to economize.” 

I waited attentively, knowing that he 
had something on his mind which he 
would feel better for telling. 

“My wife,” he resumed, “wouldn't 
let me sprinkle ashes on the path and 
steps at our home, for fear I would track 
some of it into the house and injure the 
carpets. 

“TI slipped on the brok« 
my leg, and it cost me $346 for doc- 
tor’s bills, beside $425 thus far in loss of 
salary. This would have paid for new 
carpets in every room in the house and 
left enough for an extended vacation for 


top step, 


my wife.” 

And I thought from his tone of voice that 
the last idea appealed to him rather 
strongly. William Sanford. 


Rival Attentions 
“T hear vou got hit by an automobile,” 
he remarked. 
“Vassah,” replied Uncle Rastus, “thank 
but yist’dy the ole mewel 


ye kindly, sah 
I’m feelin’ lak 


kicked me, sah, 
m’self.”” 


an’ no’ 





An Invitation 
T’S out of fashion to descry 
The dishes that were fine and dandy. 
At present I would like 
to try 
Some of them served 
by Liz or Mandy. 
To-morrow morn, for in- 
stance, son, 
A stack of buckwheat 
cakes would hit me, 
Flanked by some sausages well-done, 
And maple syrup—do you “git” me? 





But maple syrup’s had its day, 
Pork sausages for long have vanished, 
Straight buckwheat flour’s passed away, ¥ | 
And, lo! these many moons been banished. 
Say, what’s the matter with fresh eggs, 
In nice ham gravy gently swimming? 
Great stuff when you stretch out your legs, 
Beneath the board with gusto blimming. 


Corned beef and cabbage dinner time, 
Potatoes in their jackets—hold me! 
Else [ll forget the proper rhyme; 
And then the editor will scold me. 
Some good old-fashioned gingerbread 
The brand is gone, you cannot buy it. 
How is that for a simple spread? 
Back to the farm with me and try it. 


Back to the farm with me and try 
The good old dishes so enduring. 
In the kitchen you and I 
Will sample something that’s alluring. 
The coffee pot is on the stove, 
The copper kettle’s gaily steaming. 
So, back with me to treasure trove 
Good heavens! I am only dreaming 
Horace Seymour Keller. 





\ woman may be as young as she looks 
but never as young as she acts. 





“That bet goes as she lays! Why, 
man, don’t you suppose Bryan and 
the pacifists— 

Mr. Many A. Mann rushed by the 
astonished attendant, out the front 
door, exclaiming: ‘‘ Home for mine!”’ 

As he entered, he met his youngest 
daughter—the spectacle of abject mis- 
ery—tears in her eyes, her voice, her 
manner. 

“Why, what is the matter, dearie?”’ 
said Mr. Many A. Mann. “Tell Dad 
dy all about it!” 

“Teacher called on me to recite,” 
said the child between sobs, ‘and she 
sent me home for not being prepared!” 


” 


All in Condition 
HE ARM may falter but the chin 
Knows not fatigue. 
Nobody ever breaks down in 
The winter league.—Wm. S. Adkin 
He Might Talk, Too! 
“Mrs. Blinks has sold her parrot.” 
“What for?” 
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“Well, it insisted on talking, and 
she was afraid it might encourage her 


” 


husband 


Imogene—And he-is descended from a royal count, papa. ; 
your property like something dropped from a Zeppelin ! 
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Pater—Is, ch > Then he'll go through 
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LATEST NEWS—ALL ABOUT THEIR OWN ELOPEMENT 


HER SECRET 
OR many years she had borne her secret, never for one whole 
day escaping its térrifying influence. Day by day she had 
developed into a coward, a creature always afraid, as though one 
stray word would condemn her. 

There were those associated with her youth 
who knew her secret, and she was afraid oi 
them as though they carried pistols. She 
avoided her family, except to see them pri 
vately when no strangers were around, none of 
those who made up her present life. 

She avoided visits to her old home town 
for fear of some chance mention of it. In that old home town 
were people who knew! Sometimes one of these offenders 
died, and she experienced relief; there was one less to tell—to be- 
tray her. 

Time that generally lessens the acute torture of things, only added 
tohers. Every time any one looked scrutinizingly at her, she expe- 
rienced a little tremor of fear that they had discovered or heard. She 
took to lying about herself and her life, to lead people astray—off 
the track. She denied her presence at certain places at certain 
times, even denied her acquaintance with certain persons more or 
less intimately associated with her. Her father knew them, or her 
brother, but not she 

At last she fell ill, and it was not the illness that caused her the 
terrible feverish anxiety. It was the fear that if she died her secret 





would leak out. Even the papers might get hold of it. It would be * 


printed broadcast and then— 
She grew pale—she writhed in the agony not of death but of fear. 
Her secret was her age. G. Vere Tyler 


Of Course 
Catterson—Do you think it pays for a man always to de- 
ceive his wife ? 
Hatterson—It may not always pay, old fellow, but it’s the 
only honorable thing to do. 

















IN REDUCED CIRCUMSTANCES 











H, SINGER, hang on to your song, till somebody asks you to 

trill; to sing uninvited is wrong, it gives to your hearers a chill. 

No doubt when it comes to a screech, all Pattis and Yaws you have 

passed; no doubt you’re a pippin and peach, no doubt you have 

Melba outclassed; but wait till the people insist on music before 

you arise, for volunteer singers, I wist, are bores, and we view them 
with sighs. 

Again, if the people should say, “‘ We’re suffering now for a song, 
—please stand up and howl us a lay,”’ don’t warble and twitter too 
long. Sing something that’s tuneful and short, that’s warranted 
never to bore, and then, like a thoroughbred sport, sit down in your 
chair by the door. All people respect and admire the fellow who 
quits when he’s done, who hangs up his voice and his lyre, while 
bowing for plaudits he’s won. 

Oh, talker, hang on to your spiel, till some one requests you to 
bawl, or, if like orating you feel, go charter a tent or a hall. It 
seems that wherever man hies, for rest, recreation, repose, some 
windy old guy will arise, to talk for a while through his nose. I’ve 
met him afar in the wild, I meet him wherever I stray; the air of 
the country’s defiled by windjammers talking all day. So can the 
oration, my lad; don’t yawp—take a twenty-mile walk; the people 
are weary and sad, they’ve heard so much profitless talk. 

Qh, humorist, bury the tale you’ve told twice a day for a year; 
it’s moldy and mildewed and stale, and maudlin and bearded and 
sere. We're bored in a myriad ways, we’re bored, though the bores 
we defy; we’re bored all our nights and our days, we’re bored 
when we lie down to die. And he is the boriest bore, who’s bound 
to pour into our ears a story that’s whiskered and hoar, and white 
with the rime of the years. 


Luck 

UCK is that which hes made your successful neighbor what 

he is and has conspired to prevent you from becoming 
what you would like to be. Luck is good or bad, according to 
whether you are contemplating your neighbor’s success or ac 
counting for your own failures. 

Luck is a handy little thing to have around, for if it does 
not benefit you it at least affords you an objective kicking point. 
Also, the mere mention of its name relieves you of the necessity of 
making many embarrassing excuses. Luck is a barb which may 
prevent disaster from poaching on your domains; but if it does 
not do this, you at least have the satisfaction of impaling upon 
it all reasons for your defeat. 

Luck is perhaps more unlucky than you are. 





No woman thinks she talks too much—unless she talks in her sleep. 





A Musical Atmosphere 

6¢@O you are a great lover of music?” said Mrs. Blumley to the 

new boarder, who was about to take possession of his room. 
“Really it is almost a coincidence that you should have come to my 
house, for, with hardly a single exception, my boarders are musical. 
You will find yourself in a real musical atmosphere. I play the piano 
a little myself, and I have a little granddaughter only nine years old 
who plays wonderfully for one of her years. I will have her play for 
you this evening if you are to be in. Mr. Pinkly, the very blonde 
young man who will sit opposite you at table, has composed several 
two-steps and Miss Simpson, who will sit at your left, sings very well 
indeed. You must hear her sing ‘Where is My Wandering Boy 
To-night.’ She puts so much feeling in it. Then the lady on your 
right works in a piano store and naturally that makes her somewhat 
musical. The elderly, bald gentleman tunes pianos and the small. 
red-headed man sells sheet music. ‘The lady with the gray curls has a 
graphophone in her room and is very nice about asking the other 
boarders in to hear it. Then the lady with the blonde wig—only 
don’t tell her that I told you it is a wig—she sings in the chorus of a 
church and gets a dollar a Sunday for it. My son-in-law, who lives 
with me, plays on the banjo and my daughter plays on the mandolin. 
She also plays the zither a little and my grandson is wonderfully 
clever getting music out of a common comb with a bit of paper over 
it. We have delightful little concerts in the parlor and will be glad 
to have you hear us. You will find yourself in a real musical at mos- 
phere. You must hear my*son give imitations of Harry Lauder. 
So glad you love music. I am sure that we will have a great deal 
in common.” Max Merryman. 


Sometimes 
Willis—What is it called when two people are thinking of the 
same thing at the same time; Mental Telepathy ? 
Gillis—Sometimes; other times just plain Embarrassment. 
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Bachelor—But why do you think the Germans are the best fighters? 
Benedict—Why? Great Caesar! didn’t | marry one! 





aweew 























A SOCIAL 











QUID 


WALDKON 


P RO 














“pSN'T that Mr. Albert, Max?”’ Mrs. Albert indicated to her 
chauffeur a tall, stylish man whose back was toward The 

Drive. He was standing gracefully, near a sitting woman who 
was shielded by a massive vase. 

‘Looks like him, ma’am,” replied Max. 

‘I know it’s he!” Mrs. Albert 
shrank into a corner of her landaulet.  “‘ Hurry!” 

Max sent the motor ahead smartly and it was soon out of sight. 


responded nervously as she 








It really was Mr. Albert, who, unconscious ef the momentary 
proximity of his wife, was earnestly engaged with the charming 
woman who looked up at him with a stimulating smile. 

‘You've told me that so often!”’ she said. 

‘Well, it’ll bear repetition.” He slowly drew letters in the sand 
with his stick. “‘ Don't you like to hear it?” 

‘Women are very foolish.” She laughed. “I never knew one 
who'd resent a tender avowal.” 





“But when are you going to admit you love me?” He continued 
drawing on the sand with exactitude. 

“What’s your hurry? Here I am. 
husband should happen along?” 

“What could either of them suspect beyond a casual meeting? 
Besides, how do I know Mrs. Albert isn’t at this moment looking 
into some other man’s eyes and listening to pleasing phrases? And 
how do you know that Beldon isn’t taking some girl to luncheon? 
By the way, please come to luncheon with me!”’ 

She laughed again. “Perhaps, if you know of a place where 
recognition would be improbable.” 

“It’s done, then!”’ He raised his hand and a passing cab ap- 
proached. 

“Wait a moment. 
VIOLET he had outlined in the sand. 
good name here!”’ 

He obliterated the letters with a sweep of his foot and they 
entered the cab. They settled close together. ‘‘ You never have 
told me,” he ventured, “why you married Beldon. To look at him 
He wouldn’t have to make up to pass for a 


What if your wife or my 


First cancel that!” She indicated the word 
“T don’t want to leave my 


it seems impossible! 

wholesale butcher.” 
“Tf I cared about any characterization you might offer I should 

She smiled up at him again. ‘“‘I can add that he likes 
But he’s rich, isn’t he?” 

And that’s why I married. 


resent this.”’ 
Jumbo squabs. 

“*And that’s the answer. 
rich.” 

“‘ And she looks like a Jumbo squab! Tit for tat!” 

“Apt description! She weighs a hundred and seventy, and 
unlike most women is proud of it.” 

““Why can’t the right persons have money?”’ 

“Yet money isn’t the only thing, after all.” 
about her. 

On a cross-town street they drew up at an old-fashioned ouse 
outwardly like all its neighbors. The door was opened slowly and 
only part way at his ring, but at a word they were admitted. Pass- 
ing through the hall, they came to a modern addition, lighted by a 
roof of glass. The center of the room was free, apparently for 
dancing. Booths that permitted reasonable seclusion ranged along 
the sides and at the farther end. 

In one of these Albert and Mrs. Beldon settled (/éfe-a-téte, with 
a richly-dressed table between them. Luncheon was ordered, but 
it was a secondary consideration. Other booths were occupied, 


She’s 


His arm stole 





The rejected one—May | ask you, Mildred, why you refuse me? 











hesles OA 
WHERE THE RUB COMES IN 


OF TES: 


but each was a little world to itself. A band somewhere played with 
a subdued effect that fitted the undertones of conversation. Now 
and then a couple would venture from a booth and circle the floor 
but seldom were there two couples dancing at the same time. 

Albert and Mrs. Beldon had finished luncheon, and he was hold 
ing her hand across the table. 

“Shall we dance?” he asked. 

“Not yet,” she replied, as she daintily settled herself in content. 

He rose like one shot upward. “Look!” 

She rose almost as quickly. Her husband and his wife were 
bearing directly toward them in the one-step. 


Back Again 

A YOUNG married couple decided that, because of the immensity 

of their love for one another, they could be happy on a desert 
isle or within the walls of their bungalow. Accordingly they set 
themselves gently to sever the bonds which had connected them with 
society, with their church, and with their relatives. To themselves 
they justified their withdrawal on the grounds that society is super- 
ficial, that the church is rank with cant and hypocrisy, and that 
relatives are tiresome. 

For a time they felt vindicated and happy. 
before they began to discover flaws and to suspect that their souls 
were not perfect affinities. After considerable perplexity and dis- 
appointment they turned again to the world for most of what they 
had expected from one another. 

Young married people should not be foolish, even though they 
feel that way. -A. E. Supp 


But it wasn’t long 


None Missing 
“Such a vicious temper! Where did the child ever get it from 
—not from me, I’m sure,” grumbled Mrs. Perkins. 
“No, my dear,” replied Mr. Perkins, sadly, “you certainly 
haven’t lost any of yours.” 


Unanimous 
Cricket—How is your new book? 
Author—Why, I think it is punk, but my publisher thinks it 
is better than my last one. 
Cricket-—Cheer up—maybe you are both right. 
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Otherwise Engaged 
OVE NATURE? Yes, of course, I do— 
Her roses red, and skies of blue, 
And fields with brooklets running through 


Blue are the summer’s perfect skies, 
Where high the singing swallow flies— 
But so, my lady, are your eyes. 


The bee fares forth on honeytrips, 
And red the roses that he sips— 
But so, my lady, are your lips. 


The brooklet is another’s choice; 
Its music makes the heart rejoice— 
But so, my lady, does your voice. 


Love Nature? Yes, of course, I do, 
Her roses red and skies of blue— 
But now I’m busy loving you! 


Douglas Malloch. 


Fugitive verse continues sufficiently in 
evidence to convince us that the police are 
lax, or lenient. 








DOUBLE-CROSSED 


Playing a Sure Thing 
Cynicus—Those two men are both 1n love 
with her, and I’ll wager the wrong fellow 
will get her. 
Sillicus—W hich one? 
Cynicus—It doesn’t matter which 


Humps’ and Mumps 
When Willie saw a camel 

He marveled at the humps. 
“Tt is,” he said to Sam'l, 

“A funny place for mumps.” 


Undecided 
“Is your husband going South with you?”’ 
“‘T haven’t decided whether to ask him or 
not.” 


A Move to Incorporate 
She—I shall have to be a little firm witb 
you. 
He—Fine! Let us make it a partnership! 


Getting Fat 
s6¢T)OES he occupy his pulpit satisfac- 
torily?” 
“Well, he has gained twenty pounds since 
he came with us.” 


Not Always 
‘Do you always wear such lovely frocks?” 
“Not after one A.M.” 
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open up a new line of thought on the And there is nothing about Camels more 
smoke bill-of-fare @ new fobacco de- interesting for smokers to know than that 
light! First thing you do, compare them they will nof bite the tongue, wi// nof 
with any cigarette in the world at any parch the throat, /eave no unpleasant 
price! You'll realize Camel superiority ! cigarelty after-lasle and may be smoked 


liberally without a come-back ! 
The expert blending of choice Turkish a - 


and choice Domestic tobaccos in Camel Those four features alone would win for 
Cigarettes is absolutely new and re- Camels, but get that blended flavor, in 
freshing! And you will like them a little addition! Get that smoothness and enjoy- 


more each package you smoke! ment that comes when a cigarette is 
really and truly delightful ! 
So agreeable is the Camel flavor; so en- : : 
ticing the mellow-mild-body ; so satisfying 
every puff with its taste of quality, that 
smokers neither look for nor expect 


coupons or premiums. 


Camels are sold everywhere in scientifically sealea 
packages, 20 for 10c; or ten packages ‘200 ciga- 
rettes)in a glassine-paper-covered carton for $1.00. 
We strongly recommend this carton for the home 
or office supply or when you travel. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, Winston-Salem, N. C. 
























































Outraged exponent of public opinion—Hey ! 


Landing on a Lord 
HE Marquis of Aberdeen, now with his 
wife, Lady Aberdeen, in this country 

on a sociologic visit, was some twenty years 
ago Governor 
General of Can- 
ada and during 
his term of office 
one of his par- 
ticular delights 
was to travel 
about the Do- 
minion and the 
United States in- 
cognito to the 
limit. The Marquis loves to tell a joke on 
himself no less than on some other victim 
and he tells this one with much glee: 

During one of his trips he was on a Pull- 
man somewhere in our Northwest when a 
raw westerner went at him for talk. 

‘Stranger in these parts?” said the native 
for an opening. 

“Yes, rather.” 

“Fine country this is, don’t you think?” 

“Yes, rather.” 

“Looking for anything?” 

“Well, perhaps.” 

“Land, maybe?” 

Perhaps.” 

“How much money have you got to 
spend?” 

















Now see wot yer done! Crowdin’ yer car so a pore feller can’t stay on! He might git hurt, er 


killed! An’ he had my transfer in his pocket, too! 


“Oh, I can’t say exactly, don’t you know, 
but about fifty thousand dollars a year.”’ 
(This is the salary of the Governor General.) 

The westerner. threw up his hands in 
astonishment. 

*“Good Lord, man,” he exclaimed, “if I 
had as much money as you’ve got and snored 
like you do, I'd hire a private car.” 

—W. J. Lampton. 


The Renegade 
REPAREDNESS Bill Williams planned— 
Defense against fair woman’s eyes. 
He guarded well his heart and hand, 
And yet was taken by surprise— 
For what mere mortal could withstand 
Bombardment by Miss Perkins’ pies! 


Alas! Bill’s oft-repeated vow! 
Alas! the plans of men and mice! 
A silken dress now saves a row; 
A brand new bonnet melts the ice. 
His sometime stand is altered now. 
His plea is “Peace at Any Price!” 
—Louis B. Capron. 


The Way with Some 

“What do yo’ think o’ de new evange- 
list, sah?” 

“Uh-well, sah,” replied square-headed 
old Brother Rataree, “he’s plumb eller- 
quint, and all dat, but ’stidder preachin’ de 
Gospel he’s tryin’ to seli lots in de New 
Jerusalem and collect de money in advance.” 


Famous Compromises 
$6 QUT don’t go near the water.” 
Alimony 
“Split the difference” 
Refined Burlesque 
“Well, just this once, then” 
Christmas Cards 
‘*You may kiss me on the cheek” 
Cafeterias. —Nick. 


A Born Winner 
Smith—Wot d’y’ know o’ that bloomin’ 
bookmaker’s clark? ’Ere ’e goes over an’ 
gits ’is bloody legs shot off, an’ now ’e’s 
pensioned for life. 
Hawkins—Yes, Sam, an’ we poor beggars 
as comes ’ome un’armed gits nothink. 


His Choice 
To dance with Phyllis is, no doubt, 
A charming substitute for heaven; 
But I prefer my bed instead 
About eleven! 
Of Course 
“He who gives quickly gives twice. 
“Yes, mainly because he’s always called 
upon to give again later.” 


” 


What Was the Matter 
Roys—What’s the matter with Sullivan’s 
underfeed furnace? 
Chase—It’s underfed. 











BE T W E 


“6 ELL, I must say—” began the Tired 
Business Man. 

“Don’t do it,” said the Suburbanite. “I 
want to say it myself, but I won't.” 

“‘What’s the trouble?” asked the Critic, 
as he and I approached the aggrieved ones in 
the lobby of the Playhouse. 

“T’m_ still waiting for something to 
happen,” said the Tired Business Man. 
“I’ve sat through four blessed acts, and 
NOTHING’S happened—not a THING! 
It went along, and went along, and then it 
didn’t!” 

“But the cast—”’ began the Critic. 

“Oh, I know—the was 
Grace George was splendid; and so were 
Conway Tearle and Louis Calvert. But the 
play is about as different from ‘Major Bar- 
bara’ as herring from whales.” 

“T will admit the last contention,” said 
the Critic. ‘‘ ‘The Earth’ is not a drama of 
action. It is, to tell you the truth, somewhat 
weak. As you say, nothing happened.” 

The Suburbanite spoke. 

““T could stand two acts of inaction,”’ said 
he; “but four of them, with a dash for the 
eleven-forty in view, were a bit too much. 
I knew how it would turn out long before 
the scene in the newspaper office; and I could 
have caught an earlier train. I’ve got to 
hustle as it is. Good night!” He disap- 
peared in the direction of Grand Central. 

“ ©The Earth,’ ” saic_I, “has been a disap 
pointment to me. The cast was worthy of 
a better play. I had much the same impre 
sion as I had when I saw ‘Any House.’ 
Edwin Arden was excellent in that ill-fated 
production; but the play—well, feeble is 
about the word.” 

“Well, it’s dead, anyhow,” said the Tired 
Business Man. “It struck me that it would 
have made a corking one-act play, but the 
length killed it.” 

The Débutante, accompanied by a youth 
who was obviously enthralled, appeared on 


yes, cast fine. 
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the scene. She appeared considerably 
bored. 
“TI don’t see what you see in this play,”’ 
“T think it’s horrid. 
There’s a scene 


I expect ed action 


she said to her escort. 
And it just ends- 
and then the play’s over. 
in that last act, and there wasn’t any.” 
“From a point of view of technique,” said 
the Critic, forestalling the reply of the 
Débutante’s escort, “‘the play was beauti- 
fully presented. Miss George and her com- 
pany form the most satisfactory combination 


dies! 


in town.” 
“T suppose you're right,”’ replied the Dé 

















TRA L. HILL'S STUDIO 


ONE OF JUDGE’S FAVORITES 
ELEANOR PAINTER in “THE PRINCESS PAT” 


The memory of her charm lingers here while she is winning 
new friends “ on the road,” 


RTAINS | 


butante. “But just the same, I haven't 
enjoyed myself—except in that scene when 
Conway Tearle has it out with that awful 
editor. That just thrilled me!” 

The Tired Business Man, who had 
been listening to our conversation, put in 
a word. 

“None of us have been pleased lately,” 
said he. “But I saw a show not so long ago 
that tickled me—the Cohan Revue.” 

The Critic, unexpectedly, 
agreed. 

“The Cohan Revue is a excellent 
production of its kind,” said he. “It pre 
tends nothing more than it is, and it carries 
out its object in fine style. The lines are 
amusing, the satire fair—as good as that sort 
of satire ever is—and the music is, while 
not startling, at least tuneful. There is a 
very enjoyable evening waiting for the 
weary-of-sex at the Cohan Revue.” 

The Débutante, too, was enthusiastic. 

“T had a peach of a time at the Revue,” 
‘Isn’t Richard Carle the funniest 


somewhat 


most 


she said. 
ever?” 

“Well, hardly the funniest,’ said the 
Critic cautiously. ‘‘ But he does exceeding] 
well—better, in fact, than I had expected.” 

I agreed. “I have seen a great many 
funnier shows than the Cohan Revue,” 
I said. ‘But the number of worse ones is in 
the great majority. If all the musical per 
formances on Broadway were up to the 
standard of that one, we wouldn’t have to 
complain.” 

“There was one line in ‘The Earth’ that 
I suppose I’ve heard not more than one 
thousand times,” said the Tired Business 
Man. “I didn’t think that any playwright 
would have the nerve to spring it, but they 
did. This is it: ‘He didn’t send me—he 
doesn’t even know I’m here’.” 

“You shouldn’t object to that line,”’ said 
the Critic. “Even in the theatre gray hairs 
should be respected.” 
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Safety First 


“Ich hatte Ihnen gerne ein Trinkgeld gegeben, habe 
aber augenblicklich kein kleines Geld—wollen sie viel- 
leicht in einer Stunde mal zuriackkommen?” 

*“O natirlich, mit Vergniigen, soll ich die Blumen so 
lange wieder mitnehmen.” 





“T would gladly give you a tip but I 
haven’t a bit of change just now—would 
you like to come back in about an 
hour?” p 

“Oh, certainly, with pleasure, shall I 
keep the flowers meanwhile? ”’—Meggendorfer 
Blaetter (Munich). 





Special Course for Subs 


Voice Production: 


Anxious Railway Guard (as the train stops 
at the station)—Excuse me, Sir; but did you 
happen to hear cries for help as we came 
along? 


The Young Officer (delighted)—Oh, by 
Jove! Could you hear me? I was just 
practising the command “Halt!’—Sketch 


(London). 








a 
Superfluity 
Uijegerl, mei’ Korsett wird ma z’eng! Un derweil 
is d’ Brotration aa scho wieda erhoht wor'n!”’ 
“Oh, my corset is too tight for me, just 
as they go and increase the bread ration.” — 
Jugend (Munich). 




















Vendetta 


The Mistress—My last maid was too fa- 


miliar with the policeman. I hope I can 
trust vou? . 

The Maid—Oh, yes, madam. I can’t 
bear ’em. I’ve been brought up to ’ate 
the very sight of ’em. Pa’s a burglar 
Sketch (London). 
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Signs of the Times 

‘*Romane sind wirklich noch keine Lekture fir Dich, 
Ella; in Deinem Alter las ich Jugend schriften!"’ 

**Gott ja, das war eben eine andere Zeit, Mama!—Du 
hast mir auch erzahlt, dasz Papa Deine erste liebe 
war!" 

“Novels aren’t proper reading matter for 
you, Ella. At your age I read children’s 
books!” 

“But those were different times, Mama! 
Why, you even told me that papa was your 
first love!” —Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 


On Their Way 
Officer (furiously)—What the dooce is the 
matter? Where are your shots going ! 
Irish recruit (nervously)—Sure I dunno, 
sor ; they left ere all right !—Passing Show 
(London). 








Seniry—Halt! Who goes there? 
Rustic—Friend! 
Sentry—Pass, friend. All’s well. 


Rustic—Thankee, Sir. I’m sorry to ’ave 
woke ’ee, Sir!—Punch (London). 














No one on earth can mix two 
cocktails equally well by guess- 
work, The whole charm of a 
cocktail is in the smoothness 
that comes from accurate blend- 
ing and aging. 

That is why Club Cocktails are 
always fine and smooth—mixed 
to measure—of the best liquors 
—then aged in wood. 

Get your favorite kind at your 
dealer's. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BROTHER 
New York Hartford London 











FASTEST BOAT IN THE WORLD 


20 te 32 Miles per Hour with 4 to 25 H. P. 






‘All material fitted—including hardware. $96 for finished 
17-footer ready for meter. Builder-Agents Wanted 


LOWEST PRICED BOAT IN THE WORLD 






8458 for finished boat. for boat with either inboard or out- 
board motor installed. for free catalog showing 100 boats. 


BROOKS MFG. CO. 7903 Rust Avenue, Sagmaw, Mich. 


Learn At Home 
method, ) 
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VALLE y GEMS like Diamonds 
Are being worn by the wealthiest people 
everywhere.Stand acid and fire diamond 
test. So hard annoy a scratch a file and cut 
teed twenty-five 
angry Will —~ oy a t ~ wonderful gems in 
any a . 14 EK, solid Lo 
on press—c , 80 you ~ 7A see Se 
caieoias them. Wii vial pak! you cane and FreeTrialOffer 
WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 819 Walsin Bidg., Indianapolis, Indiana 
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“MADE AT KEY GARS 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses: 

20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 




























THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By ANNA 


Why Married Men Enlist Oftener Than 
Unmarried 
HE DERBY recruiting scheme in 
England showed that a larger per- 
centage of the married men of the country 
had volunteered than of the unmarried. 
Shall the wags get busy and scoff at matri- 
mony? Were those husbands “seeking the 
comparative peace of the firing line?” 

No such inference is justified. The 
annual report of the District Attorney of 
New York City, not long ago, showed that 
married men—if the number of crimes for 
which one is convicted is any test—were 
three times as good as the unmarried. The 
English situation is therefore to be accred- 
ited to the excess of patriotism developed in 
men in consequence of the holy state of 
matrimony. ‘This po- 
sition we do hold and 
maintain, the wags to 
the contrary notwith- 





CADOGAN ETZ 


for mere reasons. Woman suffrage is such a 
proposition, and along comes a Representa- 
tive from New York City to prove it. 
Congressmen have announced at all times 
and places that women should have the vote, 
for without it they suffer a lack of rights and 
privileges. Then, the other day when the 
suffragists were rounding the members of 
the House of Representatives they ran on to 
one from the Empire State who announced 
that he had been converted to woman 
suffrage; should vote and work for it, and 
the reason lay in the fact that American 
women had already so many rights and 
privileges they ought to have the vote to go 
with them, just as though one had given a 
basket of fruit to a friend and put in a few 


more pieces to make a heaping measure. 


The Vote and the Prayer 
as Protector of the 
Home 





standing. 


Voting and Cheese Both 
Once Taboo for Women 
INCE BEFORE 
Noah and the Flood 
women’s lives have been 








HE husband stays 
at home while the 

wife goes to church, 
and the wife stays 
at home while the hus- 
band goes to vote, and 
so the family equilib- 





rium is maintained,” 





concerned with little 
things—saving a few in- 
cidents such as life and 
death, forinstance. Per- 
haps that is the reason 
they take their com- 
fort in crumbs instead 
of asking—like man— 


eins 
HM 


| 








for the whole loaf 


writes a learned objec- 
tor to votes for women. 
In short, a woman's 
prayer will balance a 
man’s vote. Does it? 
In a town in western 
New York, not long 
ago, the women tried 





ii} 


it out, and it didn’t. 





Knowing this it is 
easy to understand why 








They gathered in- the 





the suffragists fairly 





pounced with joy on a 
copy of the London 
Chronicle which brought 
the news that once upon 
a time in England the eating of cheese was 
taboo for women, exactly as voting is now 
in the effete East. 

Behold,” cry the suffragists to 2 doubting 
world, “‘women everywhere eating cheese 
both with immunity and benefit. Even so 
will you soon behold them voting on equal 
terms with men. Voting is not the Great 
Divide between the sexes. It is merely an 
incident in the progress of society, that men 
have monopolized it, quite in the way that 
they, in earlier days, monopolized the most 
nourishing eats.” 


To Her Who Hath Shall Be Given and 
Given Because She Hath 

F CONFLICTING reasons are given for 

or against a proposition, that proves, 

according to the logician, that the thing is 

fundamental, that is, that it goes too deep 








sexe church on election day 
and prayed for the 
candidate whose elec- 


THE ROAD TO SUCCESS tion meant to them 


protected homes. All 
day the bell tolled and the women prayed 
and the men voted. The women’s candi- 
date was defeated and by so small a margin 
that, if they had voted instead of praying, 
or in addition to praying, they would have 
won the day. 
Such As Your Nose and Mine 
O THINK that man can fly with birds, 
T Or sail beneath the sea, 
Or talk a thousand wireless miles!— 
It’s wonderful to me. 
The only thing more wonderful 
Than any one of those 
Is how a breath can find its way 
Through any shape of nose. 
—Robert Rudd Whiting. 


Rawther So 
“Oh, what is so rare as a day in June?” 
Well, a day in March is pretty raw. 
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CELLULOID SONNETS 
MABEL NORMAND 

















When Folly looked earth over for a maid 
To personate her on this gloomy sphere, 
Some kink of fortune caused you to appear 
In slavey rags and speckled socks arrayed. 
Your sprightly spirit never seems to jade, 
Your drollery, your garments quaint and queer, 
Would wake a grim dyspeptic from his bier 
And cause his frown of forty years to fade. 


You win from me a hearty cachinnation, 
But having seen you once in Auman garb, 
My laughter comes against my inclination, 
My soul esthetic feels a poignant barb. 
It somehow seems to me like desecration 
To cast a rose to play a garden “ yarb” ! 


W. Kee Maxwell 
A Noble Charity 

HERE is under way a commendable 

effort to endow the Actors’ Fund Home 
on Staten Island with a fund of $1,000,000 
that will make pleas for the support of this 
noble charity hereafter unnecessary. The 
regular theater, by a series of benefits and 
otherwise, purposes to raise a large sum 
toward this endowment, and the motion 
picture industry has volunteered to con- 
tribute half a million, which will be made up 
of percentages of receipts during a certain 
period and contributions from 
engaged in that industry. There is no 
class of persons that has been at all times as 
generous as the actors in working and giving 
for charities of every description, and to 
permanently endow the Home where the 
superannuated and needy of this 
profession may find comfort in their declin- 
ing years is an object which should interest 
every person who has found entertainment 
in the theater. 
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GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
_ “Its purity has made it famous” 
50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (apvT.) 
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afiadis 


Purveyed to the Household of the Khedive, the Imperial 

Courl of Austria-Hungary. His Royal Highness Prince 

I *hilip of * Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, the Imperial Court of 

Japan, etc. etc. the ray od clubs and the regimental 
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messes of India, Burmah and Canada 
















Those Americans who have smoked our 
Vafiadis (Vah-fee-ah-dis) Cigarettes 
abroad “may now obtain them in the United 
Slates — because to Liggett & Myers Tobacco 
Company, who import them.we have also 
given thé sole right to manufacture them 
from our Cairo formula.~ 


rf c . 
CTheodoro Vafiadis & Co 
CALCUTTA:BOMBAY: LONDON-RANGOON-CAIRO | 


Packages of 10,.25¢ Tins of 100, $2.50. Imported 
sizes“higher in price. To be had at the better 
places. of mailed postage paid on receipt of 
| price. Address. Ligge tt“& Myers lobacco Co 
212 Fifth Avenue. ~New York City 
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EST. 1788 


Fifty-six Years 


before the Telegraph 


folks enjoyed pure, mild, 
Carstairs Rye. Call for Carstairs 
Rye in the non-refillable bottle—“‘ A 
Good Bottle to Keep Good Whiskey 
Good.” 
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American Queens 


AMES MONTGOMERY 

FLAGG, CHARLES SARKA 

and ALONZO KIMBALL drew 
eight covers for Judge which attracted 
widespread attention. Requests from 
readers and subscribers poured in for 
copies of these pictures, and so the 
Judge Art Department gathered the 
eight prints into a flexible portfolio 
stitched with silk cord. 


@ This album is now offered to the 
public for $2.00. 


@ These pictures, which attained such 
remarkable popularity, will be a 
valuable addition to any library table 
and they will make any wall attractive. 
Their appeal is not only in their in- 
dividuality, but in their striking artistic 
merit, as a glance at the artists’) names 
indicates. $2.00 with the coupon be- 
low will put this album in your home. 


| 225 Fifth Ave.. New York 


| Enclosed find $2.00. Send me one 
| copy of AMERICAN QUEENS 


| 

| Judge 

| 225 Fifth Avenue 
cae New York 
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Passing Sentences 


Larry Evans has appeared with a new book—it has been out some time— 
called “‘ Then I’ll Come Back to You” (the H. K. Fly Company: $1.35). It 
chronicles the venturesome adventures of a hill-youth in his rise to fame, 
fortune, and—oh, yes!—love. A very pleasing story, with plenty of punch. 

# 

In “The Real Adventure” (Bobbs-Merrill Company: $1.50) Henry 
Kitchell Webster has made a real contribution to the world of books. He 
bases his tale on the premise that marriage is the real adventure, and makes 
a novel far above the ordinary class about the vicissitudes of two young 
persons who rushed in where more than angels fear to tread. 

z, 

Joseph Conrad takes the field again with a new series of stories called 
“Within the Tides” (Doubleday, Page & Company: $1.35). Readers of his 
former series, ““A Set of Six,” will find these latest four tales even more 
enjoyable than the former. Conrad is at his best—and his best is very 
good indeed—in this volume. 

# 

A thriller is the “Revelations of an International Spy,” by I. T. T. 
Lincoln (McBride: $1.50). We gain peeps into the inside of international 
affairs and learn how to become a successful spy, in case we should ever 
have to fall back on something. But somehow the book gives the impression, 
excellently written as it is, that some of its statements should be taken, to 
quote Mr. Jones, cum grano salis. 

# 

Out of the rut of the usual is Don Marquis’s first book of poetry, ‘“‘Dreams 
and Dust” (Harper and Brothers: $1.20). The contents range from the 
lyrical to the ballad, and cover subjects over an equally wide field. In 
this almost rhymeless age, ‘Dreams and Dust” should find a hearty wel- 
come; for it is an excellent piece of work, virile and full of imagination. 


Hogwallow Locals 
Never take a joy ride with anybody you would not be caught dead 
with. 
od 
The Proprietor of the hotel at Tickville reports business very dull, 
as only a clock stdépped there this week. 
# 
Seeing in the Tidings that health is not good in this section, Sidney 
Hocks has laid in a supply of medicine. 
4 
Miss Gondola Henstep was compelled, with little resistance, to sing a 
song at the Dog Hill church Sunday night. The audience as well as the 


| stovepipe stood the ordeal well. 


Poke Eazley, who tore down the stairway leading to the loft of his home, 
will have to put it up again, as he did not know his wife was up there at 
the time. 

2 

Fit Smith, who almost quit going to the Dog Hill church because the 
preacher slighted him by never asking him to do anything at a meeting, 
was present Sunday and was allowed to take up collection and put some 
wood in the stove.—George Bingham in Hogwallow Kentuckian. 


The Commuter 

“Henry,” a Jersey commuter’s wife began, thoughtfully, “I’ve been 
thinking a lot about you lately.” 

“What’s up?” ; 

“Since we moved here to Jersey and you’ve gone back and forth 
every day to the city you have seen absolutely nothing of the children. 

“T don’t see how that can be helped,” said Henry. “When I leave in the 
morning they are not up, and when I come back in the evening they’re in bed. 

“Ves,” said the wife, “that is so, but you might at least send them a sou- 
venir postcard now and then.”—New York Times. 
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With the College Wits 
: , « f a = 
J | | NERVOUS TEMPERAMENTS 
j 
Ay Approved by 
it ‘lk \ | Harvey W. Wie NEED NUJOL 
| \ | \ Good House- 
, | \ keeping . . + . 
: \ My \p emecnat HE typical sufferer from constipation is 
t \ ; \ Foods, San- ° 
| f Wy ye Sy Satlon ond the man or woman who is “always on the 
e, —_——_— = Health 3) : 
h oe ite jump” — who works hard, thinks hard, 
. Jester. worries a good deal, and takes little exercise. 
le How He Felt—“ Well,” said the doctor, This restless activity of body and mind causes func- 
. “you're cured at last. How do you feel?” tional derangement resulting in constipation. And 
6 “T feel,” said the patient, looking at his this condition is very apt to become chronic, espe- 
wallet sadly, “I feel as if I could start life : . . ed . ’ ! 
oor ¢ ante eT ehig B Cle e Cc bs) 
all over again.” —Lehigh Burr. ‘ially if the pati snt is constantly dosing herself with 
d laxatives, purgatives and other bowel stimulants. 
is a _— Hey, tell » some- on ee # 3 
; Boga ee nae Sen Oe ae Ihe physician’s first word to a patient suffering 
7 Gus—Sure, what is it? from constipation is “‘drink more water.” His 
eee Se pee of polecats, second is likely to be “take a pure white mineral 
ee oil for internal lubrication.” 
, ot” the wee — they spell Mineral oil, which eminent specialists both in this 
; l « ): ° 
: Box—Most people don’t.—Brunonian. country and abroad have for years prescribed as the 
7 —_ rational treatment of constipation, is found in its 
revity 


ideal form in Nujol. 


She wore a dress 

I laughed at it— 
For brevity’s 

The soul of wit. 


Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only 
in pint bottles packed in cartons bearing the 
e ee Nujol trademark. If your druggist does not 
. | carry Nujol, accept no substitute. We will 
send a pint bottle prepaid to any point in 
, the United States on receipt of 75c.—money 
A bright guy stuck his hand right up ~ ae order or stamps. 
“It means a dog that has a pup.” 


What It Means 
The Freshman class was raw and green. 
Says Lampshade, “‘ What does dogma mean?’ 


—Penn State Froth. Write for booklet “The Rational Treatment of 
( 


; - Constipation.” Address Dept. 13. 
What She Thought—//e—I don’t : % 
think this cocoanut taffey is very good, do : ; y - STANDARD OIL COMP ANY 
you? ‘ ‘ 1U New Jersey) R 
She—O, it’s knotty, but it’s nice.— Siren. ee | A rune Wrarre Bayonne : New Jersey 





y A Few—First microbe—Heard you had 
i big party last night. Many of the boys 
there? 

Second microbe—Naw, only about three 


. million. —T7 iger. , _| * 
Noteworthy —Mustard—Hear _ they're : ¥ . a 3 
> Bon ; OFF 











alter Bill again on account of his mortgage. 
Custard—Yeah, so they say. Does it 
worry him? 
Mustard—Not a chance. He shows a 
complete lack of interest.—Jack 0’ Lantern. 


; Alas!—Prof—What three words are 15 Days’ Free Trial | Siencotiaaaiees Always One 
HOTEL FLANDERS 


used most among college students? 
Weary Fresh—I don’t know. 

47th Street, Just Off Broadway 

NEW YORK 


> f ‘ 
Prof —Correct.—Ax ewan. 
A Fireproof Hotel, with Every Modern Improvement 


300 Rooms. Every Room with Bath 





G.U.S. PAT. 














A Bargain—‘How much vas dose 
n collars?” 






























“Two for ; ‘ r.”’ 
a quarter. 
“How much for vun?” $1.50 per Day Upward 
, Fifteen cents.” . , 1_The famous Piedmont line Any of This hotel is situated in the most ideal sec- 
“Gif ” , : 00 s and i t ays’ ° ° . 
Giff me de odder vun. Yale Record. Free Trial . free tetal. "We pay he teat, A Piedmont tion of the city, surrounded by leading shops, 
- yoctests Som. Sass ot ee, Oe ee— department stores and theatres. Exceptional 
, —,. ust and damp. Distinctively beautiful Charmingly fragrant i . 
A real money and worry saver. Practically everlasting. Finest Christmas. orchestra. A booklet gladly sent on application. 
ay idiag gift at great saving. Write to-day Sor our great 
A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit pny Atlee oa i 7 tprices lt is Sree to yor 
Makes a3 ideal appetizing tonie ” baw peat ule ere new S page catalog with reduced prices It ts free to you. HORACE R. SHARES, Prop. 
9 ; ppetizing tonic Sample of bitters by mail . Le. ’ 
Sets. instamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Ad) Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 84, Statesville. N. C 





























YOU Can Now Bea 





tin. ee 

ACT NOW! 

Se nen, gufy Quine’ mene 
Salle Extensi~n 











Health, Looks, Comfort 


Wear this scientifically constructed health 
belt, endorsed by physicians and surgeons 
light but du rable support fo or the abdomen whic h 
greatly relieves the strain on the abdominal 
muscles. Recommended for obesity, lumbag , 
constipation, spinal deformities, floating kidney 
and all weaknesses in the abdominal region. 


THE “WONDER” onaaee 
HEALTH BELT 


Releases the tension on the internal ligaments 
and causes the internal organs to resume their 
proper positions and pe rform their func tions in 
a normal, healthy ws Easy to adjust great 
comfort to the wearer For men,women and « hile ren, 

Write for descriptive folder or send $2 for the 
In ordering, send 











wire 


belt on money-back guarantee. 
normal measure of your waist 
THE WEIL HEALTH eaLy co. 
31 Elm Street New Haven,Conn. 
Druggists: Write for proposition and tull partic: lars. 
—— 




















Power of Law Training’. It carries a vital and in- 
—;! ane to every ouices man, Find out 

t the opportunities that await the law trained 
man. Findout how you can learn from masters of the 
law right in your own home. No obligations. The book is free. 


Weite today ira sacs See atns © evecial 


Write today for our new 71. -page book on “The 











an E UAL KNOWLEDGE 
A $2 BOOK FOR ONLY $ 


By Winfield Scott Hall, Ph. D. Noted Authority and Lecturer. PLAIN | 
TRUTHS OF SEX LIFE that young men and young women, young | 
wives and bushends, fathers, mothers, teachers and nurses should know | 
~~ facts bitherte misundersteed. Complete, 320 pages—illustrated. In 

nm wrapper; only §1, postage 10 cents extra 


AMERICAN PUBLISHING CO., 309 Winston Bidg., Philadelphia 


WANTED - AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “Hew to Get 
Your Pateat and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., Patent Attor- 





aeys, Dept. 129, Washington, Db. Cc. 


Passing the Mustard 


Had Seen It Done—‘Here’s a New 
York club woman says a woman can do a 


day’s housekeeping in ten minutes. Do you 
subscribe to that?” 

“I’ve seen it done when mother was in 
a hurry to get downtown to a bargain sale.” 
—New York Sun. 


The Boy Knew—Sunday-school teacher 
-Children, do you know the house that 
is open to all—to the poor, the rich, the sad, 
the happy, to man and to woman, to young 
and to old—do you know the house I mean? 
Small boy—Yes, miss—the station-house. 
Boston Transcript. 


Mildred’s Logic -“*T do wish,” ob- 
served Mildred, “that Santa Claus had 
brought me a new doll for Christmas.” 

“ But your old doll,” her mother answered, 
“is as good as ever.” 

“So am I as good as ever.”’ the little girl 
retorted, “but the. doctor brought you a 
new baby.”—Tit-Bits. 


On the Job—* The ideal is seldom at- 
tainable.”’ 

‘Not so in the case of a suburban home,” 
chirped the real estate agent. “Now, I 
gotta place for sale on easy payments “ 

Louisville Courier-Journal 


A Good Prospect—‘‘He’s so reckless 
he’s always taking chances.’ 

“Oh. do send him to our charity bazaar.” 

Baltimore Sun. 


Prohibited—* Did you have quantum 
sufficit at your dinner?” 

‘Dear me, no! We've got local option 
here.” —Ballimore American. 


An Invitation—‘‘Say, old chap, are 
you fond of moving pictures?” 

“T should say so!” 

‘Then come round to our house next 
Tuesday, and give a hand, We’re moving 
that day.”.—Chicago Herald. 


Helping Him Out—Siudent (writing 
home)—How do you spell “financially ” ? 

Other—F¥ -i-n-a-n-c-i-a-l-l-y, and there are 
two r’s in “ embarrassed.” Harper's Mag- 
azine. 


Not Brutally—‘ And you broke off the 
engagement?” said one young man. 

“Yes, not brutally, you know. But I 
managed it.” 

“How?” 

“Told her what my 
Stories. 


salary is.”—Stray 


Against War—*“ No, sir, I don’t believe 
in war,” cried the littke man. “It means 
invasion and confiscation and a forcible 
and brutal alteration of existing boundaries.” 
The man across the way turned to his 
companion and asked in a whisper who the 
little man was. 

“He is a mapmaker,” the companion 
whisperingly replied, “and he’s got an im- 
mense stock of old maps on hand.” —Buffalo 
Courier. 


In That Case—‘It is a constant won- 
der to me,” said the student of human na- 
ture, “‘to see how quickly the minds of some 








for Leslie's. 


front drinking tea. 


life at the front. 


RANK X. LEYENDECKER 


painted this cover picture 
It represents a Russian at the 


It is correct in every detail and 
it reflects perfectly a phase of 





Leslie's 











= 





Leslie’s has men on every front, 
in every war capital, reporting the 
war in pictures that show every 
phase of the struggle that the 
newspapers can only hope to 


describe. 


These pictures and articles by 
experts on finance, trade, motors, 
sports, travel and current events 
have made Leslie's 
est illustrated weekly newspaper. 


America’s great- 


It is on the reading table of 
420,000 good homes. 


It belongs on yours. 


Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


225 Fifth Avenue 


Leslie’s, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 








New York 


J. Mar. 11, °16 


Send me Leslie’s for one year, for which I enclose $5.06 


SSR eae ae ee ‘ocencii 











t 











men act. There are people who can decide 
in an instant what it would take others a 
long time to consider. I met a man the 
other evening who is that way.” 

“WwW as he a lawyer?” 

“T don’t know; but he had an intellectual 
grasp that was astounding. I met him in 
the hall just as he was reaching for an um 
brella. ‘Is that your umbrella?’ he _ in- 
replied I. ‘In that case,’ 


quired. ‘No,’ 
Buffalo Cou 


he answered, ‘it’s mine.’” 
» Bobby ” said 
sey erely, 


Bobby’s Imagination 
the lady in the tube railway, 
“why don’t you get up and give your seat 
to your father? Doesn't it pain you to see 
him reaching for the strap?” 

“Not in a train,” said Bobby.—Neu 
York Times. 


Not Ankles—Mugs 

Speaking of anti-ankles legislation, why 
do not some of the Solons who are exerting 
their broad and copious intellects in the 
great field of reefed petticoat statesmanship 
devote a little attention to the far more 
pressing question of mugs—the awful, the 
indecent exposure of mugs, the orgy of 
mug horrors into which this whiskerless age 
has plunged us? 

Cover up the mugs, screen them, get them 
out of sight! You do not have to look at 
ankles if you are firm. Mugs you do have 
tolook at. They stare you in the face every- 
where, out of your own mirror as likely as 
not. They are all about you—in the streets, 
in public vehicles, in hotel lobbies—every- 
where. And such mugs! Raw beef mugs, 
catfish mugs, squirrel teeth mugs, globu 
lar mugs, lantern-jawed mugs, bulldog 
mugs, rat terrier mugs, porcine mugs, chin- 
less mugs, simian mugs, prognathous mugs, 
bejowled mugs—a walking, rocking night- 
mare of mug atrocities. And all because 
in some quarter of hirsute impotence there 
was inaugurated a few years ago a press 
agent anti-whiskers campaign! ~ 

That the case against whiskers was strong 
there is no denying. By their own fantastic 
excesses whiskers were vulnerable. Peffer 
ian populists, poodle dog pinks, leaky 
lilacs, paint brushes, agricultural billy goats, 
alfalfa jungles, excelsior spinaches, soup 
strainer and walrus mustaches, Newgate 
frills, Galway sluggers—beyond question 
a face foliage debauch. 

{An anti-whiskers reaction was due and 

came. The whole whisker crop was 
mowed down and swept out, and then 
emerged the mugs. Just as they are, with 
out on plea, they stood revealed, and in 
entire candor it may be asked if we do no 
owe whiskers an apology for abuse and rid 
icule when we shudderingly contemplat: 
what they so long covered up and saved 
us from beholding. Surely we do _ not 
want another whiskers spree, but by the 
same token we have enough of whiskers 

prohibition. A moderate and temperate us« 
of whiskers; that is the demand. Get the 
mugs behind ascreen; that is the slogan 
New York Sun. 


A Correction 
By an error in the Contents of Jupcr 
of February 26, the cover design, “The Belle 
That Calls to Mardi Gras,” was credited 
to James Montgomery Flagg. It was the 
work of Goldbeck. 













[ecyvrT1an | 
‘DEITIES | 


“The Utmost in Cigarettes | 
Plain End or Co oh Typ 
Rople of culture refinement 
and education in ranably 
PREFER Deities to 


any ot her cigarette 
c c 
< gm « 
| 25 
| T 
i} Kerta tod 


Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
wid d Fayphan Cigarettes unthe Workd 


ees 
ess a 
Se p = po 

* bad 











STEADY WORK! 


This little girl began at the 
bottom and worked up! She is 
still on top! 


You will be sure of one bright 
spot on your walls if Enoch 
Bolles’ daring little rope walker 
hangs there. 


It’s the kind of a picture people 
stop and ask you about. 





Twenty-five cents and the cou- 
pon bring “Steady Work” and 
Judge’s Art Print Catalog. 


STEADY WORK 
By Enoch Bolles 


Something to Make Your Room Cheery! 
This catalog contains 62 repro- 
ductions in miniature, beautifully printed in sepia, on India tint 


paper. Its regular price is 10 cents a copy. 
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Stories with Smiles 


Fixing the Clock—‘I’ve nothing in 
particular especially to do tonight, so I 
think I'll fix that clock.” decided Ossup 
Spwiggs. “I'll show the people in this 
house whether I put off fixing it because |, 
didn’t know how or merely because I didn’t 
have time before!” 

And he lifted the handsome eight-day 
clock off the mantel and, after a half hour's 
concentration, removed the back. Dusting 
off the jewel-mounted ditchy spring with 
the end of his handkerchief and pouring 
oil on the revolving gadgets and shimp 
winders, he screwed the back on again, 
wound up the clock and shook it 

The clock continued in a state of innocuous 
inactivity 

“Humph!”"’ Ossup Spwiggs exclaimed to 
himself, and this time took the face off and 
squirted eau de cologne into the left port- 
hole. Then, after breathing a prayer on 
the hands and rubbing it in well, he returned 
the clock its face and shook it again. 

It remained in a condition of non-com 
mittal somnolence 

“Heck!” swore Ossup Spwiggs, and hurled 
the blamed thing forcibly into the stone 
fireplace. Instantly it began ticking with 
sensible industriousness 

“Leave it to me!” said Ossup loftily, 
and placed the clock back on the mantel 
and lit his pipe with the air of somebody 


who really was somebody.—Louisville Times 


Roundabout—Necessity is the mother 
of invention, and the hungry Frenchman 
told about in a biography recently published 

England i!lustrates the old adage anew 

He was in an English restaurant, and 
wanted eggs for breakfast, but had forgotten 
the English word. So he got around the 
difficulty in the following way: 

“Vaiterre, vat is dat valking in the 
yard?” 

‘A rooster, sir.” 

“Ah! and vat you call de rooster’s vife? 

‘The hen, sir.”’ 

“And vat you call de children of de 
rooster and his vife? 

“Chickens, sir.”’ 

“But vat you call de chicken before dey 
are chicken? 

‘Eggs. sir.” 

‘Bring me two.”—The Christian Family. 


Questions and Answers—aA Cherryvale 
historian has gone back through the files 
and produced this story: 

\ woman with a rapid-fire interrogatory 
apparatus approached a news butcher on 
a Frisco train out of Cherryvale during the 
high water a few days ago and asked ex 
citedly : 

‘Say, when is the train due at the next 
stop? How is it running? How deep is 
the water on the track? How do you sell 
your bananas?”’ 

The vender of fruit and literature, who 
was something of a poet, answered: 

‘Nine o’clock. On time. Knee deep. 
Three for a dime.’’—Kansas City Star. 


Had an Answer—“She looked killing.” 

“How can a woman look killing?” 
demanded the purist. 

‘I suppose it is when she looks daggers,” 
answers the resourceful party of the first 
part.—Kansas City Journal. 
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RANDMOTHER knew the 
benefits of Old Overholt Rye 
—how it cured colds and served to 
tide the patient to convalescence. 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 
still possesses the same help- 
ful qualities, and is the 
premier whiskey for medi- 
cinal use in the home. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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This practical binder holds the copies securely without defac- 

ing the pages, it cannot slip or tear the leaves and it does not 
pinch” the covers It leaves the whole page exposed 


A year of Judge in the binder 
q is as easy to read as a maga- 
zine of equal size. 
| $1.50 brings the binder post free 
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F YOU should wake up some fine morning 

and find this startling head-line staring 

you in the face, and you are a pacifist who 
doesn’t believe in preparedne ss, or a neutral 
of the grape juice variety wouldn't it jolt 
your self-complacency? And yet—stranger 
things have hz appe ned! 

Perhaps like Chinese fathers and mothers 
you Didn’t Raise Your Boy to Be a Soldier. 
But did you raise him to take orders from little 
boys of other nationalities whose fathers and 


mothers did raise them to be soldiers, just as 
boys 


little Chinese take orders from little 


Japanese boy 3? 








AERIAN AMERICAN 
BATS Z Hall 2 
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OU WHO love the fleshpots of peace, 
to whom the clink of gold is more 
inspiring than the skirling of pibroch, 
or the martial strains of Sousa—do you 
ever stop to consider the lot of that race 
which owns neither country nor flag? 
Breathes there the man, with soul so dead 
Who never vo himself hath said 
This is my own—my native land 
The safety of our country—the perpetua- 
tion to a worthy posterity of our national 
institutions—should be the first consideration 
of every patriotic American man and woman, 
native or foreign born. 








“Enemy War Ships Sighted Off Nantucket 
Headed Full Speed for New York” 





NE OF the results of the present war 
() has been an awakening to the primi- 

tive, basic virtues—courage, loyalty, 
self-sacrifice—virtues incarnate in the men 
and women who did the rough work of wrest- 
ing from savage foes and European rivals the 
continents of North and South Ameriea, 
whose thrilling stories are so entertainingly 
told in ‘‘American Fights and Fighters,” 


the master work of 
-known of all readers 
Brady. 


that gifted story teller 
- Cyrus Townsend 











AMERICAN FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS 


A Battle History of America 


full of Romance, Tragedy, and Adven- 
ture by Land and Sea—Tales of the Con- 
quistadors, the Knights-Errant of Colo- 
nization— Yarns of the Gentleman of the 
Black Flag, the Dare-Devils Who Sailed 
Under the “Jolly Roger’’—Stories of 
Colonial and Revolutionary Days—of 
Bloody Indian Fights told by Major- 
Generals and Scouts, Frontiersmen, 
Troopers and Indian Chiefs—Stories of 
Famous American Duels, by Gallant 
Gentlemen of the Old School—Splendid 
Stories of Dauntless Heroism, of Subtle 
Strategy, Brilliant Tactics, of Fierce 
Fighting which Vitalize the Past and 
Make One Jealous of the Glorious Title 
of a Citizen of the United States! 
Through the magie of these intimate, per- 
sonal revelations we gain a new conception of 
America’s famous fights and fighters—we take 
Increased devotion to the cause to which 


they consecrated their lives—the upholding of 
the honor and dignity of the nation. 


A Trumpet Call to Amer- 
ican Manhood 


is full of the elements of 
domineering, indom- 
debonair, dashing 


American history 
romance. The proud, 
itable Spaniard—the gay 
brilliant Frenchman—the merciless, lustful, 
rapacious yet courageous buccaneer—the base, 
brutal, bloodthirsty pirate—the cool, stubborn, 
persistent, persevering, heroic Englishman 

the hardy Colonist, adding to his old- 
world stock the virtues generated by the 
new life in a new land—and the plumed 
and painted savage with his blood-curdling 
war ery, his stoic endurance, pass before the 
reader in these inspiring volumes in brilliant 
panoramic procession. 

If to you, as an American, these things be not 
of interest, if you do not find them full of tragedy, 
mystery and romance, the fault is IN YOU 
and not in the stories or the way in which they 
are told. But— 


You Will Sit Up o’ Nights to Finish 
These Stories 
Because you never knew before how rich 
in everything that makes fiction alluring are 
these true stories of the pioneers who did 
strong men’s work in bringing the light of 
civilization and liberty into the American 
wilderness. Nowhere but in America would 
such careers have been possible. 
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Another Brunswick Bargain 


Many who have seen our other bargain offers 
have re sponded too late. Don’t make the same 
mistake this time—Send your order today— 
don’t wait till tomorrow. We have less than 
600 sets to offer at the price named in the cou- 
pon, which is a substantial reduction from the 
publisher’s price. Don’t lose sight of the fact 


‘t ONLY $1.00 NOW 


and coupon, brings to your door, charges pre- 
paid, these six inspiring volumes, beautifully 
bound in cloth, attractively decorated in ap- 
propriate designs, printed on splendid paper, 
in good, clear type. Each volume 84x5%4 
inches. You'll enjoy the illustrations almost 
as much as the text—over 100 of them—and 
maps and plans galore. A full index to each volume 
makes every bit of the contents instantly accessible— 
the hundreds of stories full of snap and punch, of 
daring and doing, that appeal irresistibly to all manly 
men and real boys ‘ 

Your money back quick if you don’t declare these 
six volumes the most interesting books you ever read 
—BUT 


Don’t Neglect to Send Coupon Today 


ATTACH COUPON AND $1.00 TO YOUR LETTERHEAD 
Judge 3-11 
BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION 0O.,447 Branswick Bldg., New York City 
Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 6-volume set of American Fights 
and Fighters, to be shipped, charges prepaid. I agreeto remit $1.00 a month 
for six months following receipt of books, or to return them at once if not 
as represented, you to refund my $1.00. 
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